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astonishment to me. They would continue with, apparently,
perfect equanimity to handle wet canvas and metal in a
wind that seemed like a razor edge, blowing straight off the
ice. A slight slowing down of their work, perhaps, and a
strengthening of language were the only signs that they felt
the same strain on the patience, the ebbing of resource due
to paralysed mind and hands, that I was feeling. They
would blow on their fingers (no remedy at all) and beat them
against their bodies, say " Brass-monkeyish, ain't it? " laugh
and continue with hands blue to the wrists. I did my best
to imitate this granite-like unconcern and often kept a
tight hold on a deteriorating temper because I thought that
if others could I could. I found that this did not always
follow by any means, but one has a sort of priggish conceit
about these things. Let me leave in your mind a picture of
the occasion when we dredged in shallow water in the Ross
Sea in seventy-eight degrees south. It was blowing a wind
off the Antarctic Continent that seemed to cut the skin like a
razor. The dredge, a conical canvas bag attached to a
stout iron frame which was dragged along the sea floor, came
up full of yellowish mud. This was emptied out in a heap
on the poop deck. We had to look through it in search of
rock specimens, preserve samples of it in jars of alcohol, and
wash some of it in sieves. The yellow heap of sticky clay
was so cold that one immersion of the hands in it paralysed
them completely up to the wrists. We went over every inch
of this freezing pile of slime, plunging our hands in it over
and over again up to the wrists, squeezing the oozey clay
between our fingers. We did it with tears. Fire-walking
could scarcely be a more painful ordeal. The razor-like
wind took the skirts of our coats and blew them about our
shoulders. Snow hissed and congealed around us while the
men stood impatiently around, beating their hands against
their bodies, waiting to wash the silly iness into the scuppers.
" Get stuff like this out of the Thames any day! M they
said.